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lies. And still the news went on; circling through the night
of the forest, greeting the dawn, meeting the sun as it rose:
greeting the burning heat of the daylight. WAR. THE WHITE
MEN EIGHT. THERE Is WAR OVER THE SEA. THERE Is
WAR. The Pigmies grasped their little bows. The Masai
sharpened their spears. This was a white man's war. It did
not affect them. But war was war. Their blood was stirred.
At the Station a houseboy came running in to Olga with the
news. clt is war.5
So, even with the radio, one had to learn from the natives
first.
It was war.
Soon all Africa would have news of it.
Olga put down her knife and fork to listen to the boy. She
had known it must come. He had come running into the din-
ing room, where she sat alone, to tell her. Her husband and
Retief had gone on their tour of inspection. The butler and
the house servants crowded round her. It had come on the
sound of the drum, out of the forest. Like Congo. Why must
she think of Congo? Why did everything come from the
forest?
'You may go/ she said.
The boys went.
She picked up her knife and fork. She put them down as the
butler passed the vegetables again. Eggplant with a white
sauce... aubergine. They grew on vines. They were dark
purple, almost black. They had shining skins. Her mind
seized on details. In the other dish were small new potatoes
cooked with mint and served with a butter and parsley sauce.
Potatoes... eggplant...
She ate slowly. The food did not taste of anything in her
mouth.
This meant... What was the good of trying to use little
things like eggplants as a device, as a temporary barrier
against thought?